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German women, she lined the streets to wait for a glimpse
of the Fuehrer or the other leaders. How marvellous
Hitler looked. To see his steel grey-blue eyes resting on
you was divine.
"Never again shall the German people suffer as it
suffered after the last war,55 he had said. He had known
what those post-war years were like. He too was poor and
had to suffer with the rest. Like her, the Fuehrer had to
swallow that rye bread which seemed to grow in your
mouth the longer and the harder you tried to get it down
your throat. He too had to be careful to choose from the
tins which were labelled by the food authorities " guaran-
teed non-poisonous5'. Like her father, he must have wor-
ried at seeing the little children with pale faces, children
who had never seen milk, never even knew what butter
was.
Anna's father had often worried how this new genera-
tion would survive the privations of the last years of the
war and . . . oh, the time after the war. Anna remem-
bered that first epidemic of flu after the war. Flu? Never
mind, a little cold. We shall all get over it. But her father
himself had been one of the first victims of the flu which
became dangerous, a deadly illness among a people
which for years had not had enough to eat.
Poor father. He had no proper cigarettes in the last
few months of his life. Had he fought in the war to come
back to starvation and to be taken away like that? Never
again!
Never again! That was exactly what Hitler had been
saying all along. That was why Anna and thousands of
other women cheered him, not to speak of the young girls
who were attracted by the smart uniforms of the boys,
Anna well remembered how men had not suits to wear,
how for years after the war the uniform coat of his